Preferring negotiation to open resistance, Keokuk and his followers had avoided the war's catastrophic conclusion. In August 1832, the U.S. Army, assisted by the steamboat Warrior, mas sacred some 500 Sauk and Meskwaki men, women, and children on the east bank of the Mississippi at the mouth of the Bad Ax River.
The Battle of Bad Ax, as it came to be known, marked the end of the Sauk and Meskwaki struggle to maintain control of Saukenuk, the Sauk's primary village on the lower Rock River (present-day Rock Island). In the treaty negotiations that followed the Battle of Bad Ax, the United States was able to appropriate millions of acres of land on the west side of the Mississippi through the First and Second Black Hawk Purchases and the cession of Keokuk's Reserve.
Johnson County was at the geopolitical center of these land trans fers. One or more borders of each of the three treaty cessions lay within the county putting it at the heart of changes that made the 1830s so momentous in the making of Iowa ( fig. 3 ).
With Black Hawk's defeat, Yankee settlers began streaming over In fact most traders, including Gilbert, did not wait for Indian hunters to return in the spring, but visited them in their winter camps to claim their skins and pelts, or trade for more. I want to live where men are free! Soon I will go to a new home.
You will plant corn where my dead sleep, our town, the paths we have made, the flowers we have loved will soon be yours. I have moved many times, I have seen the white man put his foot in the track of the Indian and make the earth into fields and gardens. I know I must go far away and you will be so glad when I am gone.
You will soon forget the lodge fires, and the meat of the Indian has ever been free to the stranger.... While the origin of these words is undocumented in any other source, they refer accurately to Poweshiek's historical situation: "I have moved many times..."; "You will plant corn where my dead sleep... and make the earth into fields and gardens..."; and "You will soon forget the lodge fires, and the meat of the Indian [that] has ever been free to the stranger." The speech also forecasts that white settle ment would obliterate the memory of everyday hospitality, mutuality, and intimacy among peoples who, in spite of economic inequities and social conflict, faced contingency and scarcity together. Independence Day dawned, Mrs. Phelps killed a cow, while several Meskwaki women came over the river to make the coffee, fry bread, and boil the beef. When the food was prepared, the boys at the trad ing post fired a cannon, and some 180 women and children crossed over for the feast. The event ended with a speech, presumably delivered by one of the women of the Sauk village; but Mrs. Phelps concludes by criticizing her guests: "And they sure enough eat," she observes, "for they finished the whole, every bit in just half an hour by the clock. They rubbed their greasy hands on their hands, shook me by the hand, made a speech and departed" (Phelps 233).
Mrs. Phelps's tone implies that while cross-cultural contact could be intimate and mutual, it was shaped by racial and class hierar chies. At Mrs. Phelps's Fourth of July picnic, the afc trading post provided the cow?but the Sauk women did the labor of cooking.
Race and class could be set aside by feasting and ritual, but not necessarily erased. Similarly, while hunger and medical emergen cies were common on the trading frontier, they did not always brother) with a rail, and then drove the rail "endwise into his skull, thus mashing his brains out." As was usual in affrays of any sort between white men and Indians, Ross was not punished; it was said that he ran away (Anonymous 726). Punishment eventually followed?but it would be according to Native practice rather than white law. Six months later the body of a white man named Oliver Atwood was discovered in a slough on the border between Johnson and Cedar Counties.
The white settlers claimed Atwood was murdered by the Meskwaki in revenge for the brutal slaying of Poweshiek's brother by Ross:
"the Indians were deeply aggrieved at the wrong," settlers recalled, "often alluding to it when intoxicated" (quoted in Peterson 85).
Atwood was an "exhorter," or Methodist preacher, who needed Phelps's diary is a vivid memorial of a watershed environment that was at once commercial and communal, embodied and exploitative, entrepreneurial and everyday. In the summer of 1838, for example, a large, energetic white man wandered into Phelps's trading post looking for an Indian tribe to join. Mrs. Phelps describes him as "a great big red headed fellow" who had shaved his beard to resemble Native warriors, claiming he wanted to join a Sauk and Meskwaki war party because he knew he could distinguish himself, if he could go to war with them. He wore "yellow jeans clothes," carried a sword at his side, and had black river mud smeared all over his head to keep the mosquitoes from biting him. But when he finally encountered some Sauk men at the trading post, they decided to have some fun with the aspiring warrior. Taking down Mrs. Phelps's clothesline, the men threatened to tie him up and said they were going to "strip him and paint him" across the river in the Sauk vil lage. With that, the would-be white Indian broke away, begging for help, and ran off through the cornfields, with the Sauk or Meskwaki chasing after him, shooting, hollering, and screaming. They did not try hard to catch him, Mrs. Phelps notes, and "they were laughing heartily when they came back" (Phelps 239). Retreating to the trading post, he stayed two more days, in order to mend his clothes, and then went on his way.
In Mrs. Phelps's stories, the river plays a crucial supporting role, not only as a commercial route, but as a symbolic system and cross cultural interface: Matthew walks on the water, the red-headed warrior smears his face and neck with mud to ward off summer's mosquitoes, and the Sauk villagers keep the river between them selves and the afc post. Such stories reveal that the multi-ethnic trading post was radically different from the towns and farms that followed, and that contact itself assumed diverse forms. Visitors and new settlers were greeted variously?with laughter, fear, curios ity, aggression, or sheer annoyance.
In spring of 1838, for example, a group of Sauk and Meskwaki came down to the Phelpses' trading post from their maple sugar camp to complain that "white folks from the settlements" were bothering them. The Indians asked the Phelpses to go up to the sugar camp and "stay with them until they made sugar and keep the white folks from disturbing them." New to the Des Moines River, these white settlers "had the greens," as Mrs. Phelps explained, meaning they were extremely curious about seeing "Indians." While these "green Yankees," as she called them, had become seriously annoying to the Indians at the sugar camp, they were also bothering the Phelpses at their trading post, where they "came often to ask questions about Indians, and said they would like to see the Indians (just for greens)" (Phelps 237).
So William Phelps and his men decided to teach the Yankees a lesson. Phelps agreed to take the settlers to see Indians at the sugar camp, a quarter of a mile upriver, and set off with them one eve ning "along the path up the river bank." But all along the path, he had hidden his men with pistols and guns. As he approached the sugar camp with the Yankees in tow, he called a halt, saying that the Indians "maybe were drinking," and they should "stop close Mrs. Phelps and others at the post could hardly keep from laugh ing out loud, but, she writes, "we all acted our part." One of the Frenchmen living at the post had his wife there; he "besmeared himself with red paint" and collapsed on the floor pretending to die, while his wife pretended to cry over him. Hearing the noise and gunfire, the Sauk arrived from the sugar camp. They were told (by Phelps, perhaps, or by the post's interpreter) to sing their war song, which they did, and then "it really was quite a scene," concludes Mrs. Phelps, as those "fellows rushed out midst of fifty Indians,... 
